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suddenly spurted from the released body on to his
hands and face.

But he felt and found the wounds, He even noticed
that the top of the King's right thumb had been
notched by the fatal bullet that: went to his heart,
Alexander had been shot through his saluting hand,
through the hand which acknowledged the shouts of
Vive k Roll There was blood now everywhere except
on the face of the King, which was as white as marble.
On his lips was the fading smile which had not quite
faded. There was no sign of pain of any kind. Some
last thought was on his face, but it was not fear of death,
no, nor spasm of mortal agony. And nothing more
could be done, There was a strange hush of death in
the midst of a hurly-burly as of hell let loose. Jcvtitch
was helpless and desperate and unspeakably moved.
Alexander had been very fond of him. They were
bound, not so much as subject and sovereign as ftiend
and friend, by deep affection.

When the murderer was down on the ground and
the crowd had taken courage, surging forward once
more, some men clashed to the car to stare at the dead
King. There were wild, frightened faces looking down
from the back of the car and hands outstretched along
the upholstery, as if wishing to touch the dead King,
Photographers demanded unimpeded view of the body.
There was a confused jabbering as of angry apes.
Anger was the note of the rapid French, but anger
against the assassin.

But Foissac got back to the driver's seat and on
orders from the chief of police started up again. He
now went into top gear and, sounding lustily on his
horn, clove a way through the people* That was
strange. The dead King continued upon the line of
route. Prostrate on the cushions, he looked up to the
dim bunting with eyes that did not see. Only the
crowd in the immediate vicinity of the Bourse had
realized what had happened, The car got quickly